EXTREMES MEET

in the moonlight whose silver was beginning to dim, for
the moon herself, much larger now and mellow as ivory,
had westered fast. Dawn was close at hand. He bade
them in a whisper mark well the door of the room in
which was their man. They then went quietly round to
the marine front of the hotel It stared blankly with its
dark windows at the placid sea that broke in gentle sighs
along the crescent of the beach. The clustered columns
on the headland made the idea of a submarine as ludicrous
as if through a landscape of Giorgione should drive a
railway train. And yet above the sighing of the sea,
above the rale of the shingle, was that not the patient
sound of rowlocks drawing nearer to the shore ? Water-
low gripped the arms of his companions and listened more
intently. It must have been fancy. That sound of dis-
tant rowlocks over a cairn nocturnal sea, which even at
home in peace conveys a mysterious excitement beyond
almost any, was no longer audible. Perhaps the boat, if
boat it was, had pulled in behind the headland, which
would intercept the sound. And even if it was a boat, it
might only be a fishing-boat at its lawful business. Still,
there was no time to lose. Between those columns the
sky would soon be grey.

Waterlow explained to the brothers his plan. They
were to stand on each side of the door that opened on the
balcony. He himself was going to break into the room
through the french-window on the marine side. If the
German fired, they were to break in and disarm him.
But Waterlow did not anticipate his having time to do
that. He expected to carry through without help his
part of the business, which was to drive the German out
of the room on to the balcony. As soon as he opened the
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